Theodora was aware that the British Count, who had
been left out of the conversation, was looking a little lost.
He had probably concluded that these were the ways
of The City, and had made up his mind, now, to the
failure of his mission. She found a chance to say to him,
as he sat, after rising for the toast:

"Thank you so much, Count. We were talking about
the Eastern frontier."

"It isn't a frontier," he answered, "it is the good-
will of the Persian King; that is the only frontier there,"

She looked at him with appreciation. The swordsmen
of the Body-Guard entered, bearing black cloaks. The
men of the party now had to go with the Emperor to
Evening Prayers with the Body-Guard. As they passed
out, Justinian's mother gave him her blessing, and added
that she would now go to lie down. A maid helped her
away.

"Come in to the little room," Euphemia said to the
two young women. "We can have our sweetmeats
there."

She led the way to a very beautiful room, walled with
black enamel, on which someone had modelled a flight
of wild geese in low relief.

"What a beautiful room," Theodora said.

"Ah, you like the birds," the Empress said. "They
were done a long time since; it is what they call old
work, that. Settle yourselves in, now, and be snug.
These palace places are all for state, but I always tell my
husband, the Emperor, I do like a room where I can be
comfortable. What I suffer in these great halls at these
functions. This is the only room in the quarters where I
can be homey and put my feet up. Though you know,
my dears, I've much to be thankful for; being Empress.
I don't mind so much for myself; it's for Justo; he likes
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